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tm Looking California and Feeling Minnesota 


Built in the early part of the 1900's, the little house on Orchid Avenue was tucked away from the hustle and 
bustle of Los Angeles life. Sure, Hollywood Boulevard was just a few feet away but the street was quiet. 
Perfect for a life away from the daily grind of the city. 


Hanging on the wooden was a Christmas wreath, a string of tasteful lights dangling from the overhang. 
Beautiful candles flickered in the windows and, stuck in the garden, was a little wooden sign. Santa, please stop 


here, it read. 


Inside, the house was filled with the smell of Christmas; cinnamon and cloves, cooked apples and gingerbread. In 
the living room stood a tall tree, its tip nearly to the ceiling. Lights and baubles twinkled from its boughs. 
Beneath it lay an avalanche of gifts, all wrapped in papers of gold and red and green. A long spry of green fir 
twisted over the top of the fireplace, pine cones and tiny decorations peeking from amid its needles. 


Music played throughout the house, the sounds of carols, old and new, filling the rooms. A male voice sang 
along with them, echoing from out in the hallway. Standing on a ladder in the hallway, David looped more fir 
garlands along the bannister of the stairs. 


Somewhere, over South America, was his boyfriend. Having spent two weeks touring the southern part of their 


continent, Taylor was on his way home, just in time for Christmas. 


They'd been together less than a year. Since January to be exact, and David was looking forward to spending 
their first Christmas together. They'd met at an awards ceremony where, for a few moments, David had had 
the pleasure of interviewing Taylor and the rest of his band. It had been all too brief and he'd been surprised 
when he'd received a message from the drummer asking to meet up for coffee. He'd accepted and the rest 
had become history. David had agreed to move back to California, purchasing the little house with the proceeds 
of the sale of the one in Scottsdale. For the first time in many years, he was happy and in love. 


His last relationship had left him feeling a little sour. Occasions like Christmas and Thanksgiving had become a 
time of mutual back-scratching complete with overpriced gifts that were supposed to convey how much they 
really loved the other. When, in reality, they'd fallen out of love a long time before. Staying together, even in 


the depths of a loveless relationship, had more benefits then being single. Until now. 


Finishing up the hallway, David put the ladder away and made himself a mug of coffee. Leaning against the 
counter, he looked at the kitchen around him. Beside the fridge was a cork board covered with take out merus, 
post-it notes, and other odds and ends. On top of one of the black counter tops was David's Kitchen-Aid. Beside 
that were a pile of various cake tins waiting to be put away. A calendar hung on one wall, all of Taylor's tour 
dates coloured in blue and David's recording dates in pink. Christmas Eve was circled in red and emblazoned 


with the words HI be home for Christmas! Those five simple words made David's heart soar. 


Picking up his phone, David shoved it in his pocket and made his way through the house. On the mantelpiece of 
one of the fires stood a simple silver photo frame. It held a photo of himself and Taylor, the younger man 
squishing David's face as he pressed a wet kiss to David's cheek. The image always made David smile, the 


memory of where it had been taken still fresh in his memory. 


Sitting at the large dining table, David looked out over the garden. His grey cat, Skizzy, lounged in the sun, one 
beady-kitty eye on the bird feeder hanging from a tree. The sun shone and there was just the slightest hint 
of winter in the air. It would never get like Minnesota winters but the tiny chill was far better than the brutal 


heat of Arizona. 

Three boxes sat on the table before him. All were wrapped in gold and green paper with big red bows sitting 
on top. Cards lay on top of the boxes, David's handwriting picking out who they were for. December was 
generally a quiet month for David so he'd been left with ample time to turn the house into a winter 


wonderland. 


His phone began to vibrate in his pocket, Carol of the Bells telling him that there was a new message. Taking it 


out, he looked at the screen and smiled. 
At the airport. Be home in about an hour. Youd better be naked and waiting for me! It's been a long two weeks! 


Laughing, David quickly typed out a reply and put his phone to one side. Collecting the three boxes, he placed 


them beside the front door and went to start another jug of coffee. 


David was finishing the final batch of gingerbread when he heard a key in the door. Placing the tray on a 
cooling rack, he shrugged off his oven mitts and made for the hallway just as the door opened. 


A road weary figure shuffled in, head down and hair matted. They heaved two suitcases behind them, a 
rucksack slung over each shoulder. Their footsteps were heavy, tiredness echoing in each movement. Dumping 
the cases, they turned and closed the door. The rucksacks were dumped on top of them and the figure 


dropped their keys into the basket beside the door. 


David recognised the look all too well. It was the one of someone who was exhausted from a life of wandering 
the highways and byways of the world. It was someone who wanted a hot shower, a mug of coffee, and their 


own bed. And, if they were lucky, someone to curl up next to and tell all their tales and woes to. 


From what David knew, it had taken Taylor a long time to come out of the closet. His background and family 
had prevented him from admitting who he truly was. Eventually, the drummer had worked up the courage to 
open the closet door and peek out. When he'd nervously asked David on a date, David had felt his heart break 
He still had that first, wary email and tears still glazed his eyes whenever he read over it. He was, as Taylor 
had told him, Taylor's first ever boyfriend. And it was a role David took very seriously, looking after and caring 


for the younger man as he made his first, tentative steps in his new life. 

David smiled as the blonde man looked up, his eyes sweeping over the hallway. The drummer's mouth formed 
into a silent "Oh" as he took in the abundance of decorations. When his eyes landed on David, the tiredness left 
melted from Taylor's face, replaced by a huge smile. He all but skidded along the wooden floor, his arms going 
around David's waist and lifting him. Laughing, David wrapped himself around the younger man and rested his 
head on top of his lover's. 


"Welcome home," David said. "| missed you." 


Taylor just held him tighter, refusing to put him down. "Missed you too. So fuckin much! Thought about you 
every day!" 


"Yeah?" Wriggling, David made his way back to the floor. 

"Yeah" 

"How did you think about me?" he teased. 

Taylor just blushed and shrugged before looking around himself. "You made Christmas!" he exclaimed. "And 


gingerbread! And Christmas coffee! I'm gonna have a shower and then a coffee!" His face fell into the wounded 


puppy look that made David melt. "Can | have gingerbread too?" 


David grinned. "You can have all the gingerbread you want. It's Christmas Eve." 


Large, strong hands clasped David's face and covered it in kisses. "I love youl” 


While Taylor showered, David changed into a flannel pyjamas and prepared the lounge. He found an old 
Christmas movie and loaded a tray with cookies and coffee. Dropping onto the couch, he looked at the tree in 
the corner, smiling at its piles of gifts and decoration laden boughs. He'd hidden chocolates among the 
decorations, a little treat for the ever hyperactive Taylor. 

Outside, the sun had set and night was taking over. The night before the most magical day of the year. 
There were footsteps on the creaking, wooden stairs and David looked up to find the blonde man entering the 
room. He was dressed in a his pyjamas and a robe. His hair was messy and his eyes calm and docile. Dropping 
onto the couch, he snuggled against David, his head tucked beneath the bassist's chin. Smiling, David wrapped an 
arm around him. 

"Better?" he asked. 

Taylor nodded. "Yeah, much better. What we watchin?" 

"Fs A Wonderful Life. You okay with that?" 

"Yeah." 


Picking up the remote, David unpaused the TV. From the corner of his eye, he watched as Taylor snaked a 
hand toward the low coffee table. Pilfering a handful of cookies, he settled back down, his weight a welcome 


warmth against David. 


Two movies and a re-run of a Christmas broadcast from Radio City, both men were beginning to tire. One 
from the travelling and from the seasonal preparations. The darkness of the room was punctuated only by the 
candles in the windows and the lights from the tree. Somewhere, a clock began to strike midnight. 

David stretched and yawned before running a hand over the head in his lap. "Bed?" 


"s midnight," Taylor mumbled. 


"So?" 


"s Christmas Day. Time for gifts." 
David grinned. "In the morning." 


"It is morning! David, please!" Suddenly the younger man was awake and sitting up. His eyes sparkled in the low 
light. "Just one, David. Please?!" 


David couldn't help himself. He loved Taylor. Loved his infectious excitement. Loved how everything was 


fascinating and fun. 

Sitting upright, David held his hands up. "Okay! Okay! One gift" 

A wet, sloppy kiss was pressed to David's cheek. "You're the best!" 

With that, Taylor was gone. Sitting crosslegged on the couch, David watched as the younger man crawled under 
the tree. Taylor meticulously picked over the gifts, obviously trying to find the perfect one to open Finally he 
resurfaced, a few pine needles sticking from his hair as he settled on the rug. In his lap was a small box that 
David had carefully wrapped. He gave it an experimental shake before picking at the ribbon. Slowly he eased the 
paper away, leaving a red box in its place. With a wry smile to David, he opened the lid and plucked out a wire 
bracelet. Two tiny silver plectrums dangled from it. 

"What-2" he began, brow furrowed with confusion 

David smiled. "Some of your old guitar strings and my old bass strings." 

Taylor's confusion changed to happiness. "David! That's like the neatest idea ever!" 

Sliding it over his wrist, Taylor was back on the couch. Pinning David down, he covered the older man's faces in 
kisses. Laughing, David did his best to fight him off, eventually managing to struggle into a sitting position 
Sliding from the couch, he began to make for the door. 


"David?" There was a note of sadness in Taylor's voice. 


With his hand on the door frame, he turned to look at the blonde man on the couch. His heart ached as he 


took in the other man's sorrowful look. 
"Do you not want a gift?" he asked. 

"In the morning," David replied. 

"Just one? Please?" 


Who was he to say no? They were spending their first Christmas together and here he was possibly turning it 


into a negative memory for Taylor. 
David smiled a little and stepped back into the room. "Sure." 


Sitting on the floor, he began to go through the gifts beneath the tree until a hand at his wrist stopped him. 
Taylor sat beside him, the same wistful look on his face. 


"Can | pick for you?" he asked. 
David nodded. "Sure." 


A moment later and he was handed a gift wrapped in beautiful red paper. The tag had his name on it and was 
signed Love, Taylor. 


"Feels like a book," he said with a smile. 

Taylor just shrugged. Picking away the paper, David felt his jaw drop. 
"How-2" he began. 

"Your Mom." 

"She kept this?!" David exclaimed as he held up the book. 


"Yeah." Taylor nodded. "| called her. Asked her what your favourite book was. She said she'd send me your old 
copy." 


Dropping to the rug, David looked at the dusty old copy of The Velveteen Rabbit. "I haven't seen this since | 


was like ten years old.." 


Flicking through the yellowing pages, David took in the illustrations. He listened as the pages turned and smelled 
the mustiness of a book that had spent the past forty years in storage. 


As he leafed through the book, a slip of paper fell to the rug. It twirled and tumbled like an autumn leaf 
before it landed at David's feet. Curious, he picked it up. Was it an old bookmark he'd left in there? A ticket 
stub from some long forgotten trip to the movies? Looking at it, David felt his breath hitch and his heart 
miss a beat. Four words were etched onto the paper. Four words that made him stall. Four words that he 
didn't have to think of an answer to. 


Will you marry me? 


David looked up, the paper clutched in his hand. Taylor stared at him, a nervous look on his face. He was 


chewing his lower lip in the way that made David adore him even more. 


"You want-°" he started. 
Taylor nodded. 
"Me?" 


Again, Taylor nodded. Placing the book to one side, David crawled towards Taylor and flung his arms around the 


younger man's neck. 


"Yes!" he exclaimed. "A million times yes!". 


Their lovemaking was slow and tender, the clock counting off the early hours as Taylor continued to rock into 


him. Sometime just before dawn, they both came, the other's name whispering from their lips. 


David held on to Taylor, his arms limp around the younger man's shoulders. The blonde man's face was buried 


against David's shoulder, his breathing deep and heavy. 
Toying with Taylor's damp hair, David murmured, "Merry first Christmas, Taylor.” 


He felt Taylor smile against his skin. "Merry first Christmas, David. Hopefully it's the first of many." 


